from his hands financial and moral support in the pursuit
of their underground activities, political intrigues, party

and personal feuds. Their constant attendance at the
Embassy embarrassed him5 and he saw his finely-woven
plans going^ wrong by this too apparent association with
the heads of the illegal movement. Moreover,, he had no
real liking for their company 5 because they reminded him
too much of those men in far-away America who had
drawn his pay some twenty-two years ago. So as the weeks
went by, he worked upon a plan, for whose completion
he drew freely from his past experiences in such matters.

The orchestra had Just broken into the opening bars
of Beethoven's magnificent Eroica^ when his Excellency
the German Ambassador, Herr von Papen, entered the
Concert Hall in the Lothringer Strasse and took his seat,
bowing first here and then there to the numerous personages
drawn to the concert given by the Vienna Philharmonic
Orchestra to inaugurate the winter season of 1935-6* The
occasion was significant. The baton was in the hand of
Bruno Walter, whose interpretation of Beethoven had
delighted many in Berlin until 1933. Now he was an outcast,
having become the target of abuse from National Socialists,
to whom he appeared as the embodiment of all things
alien in art and music.
The Austrian Chancellor, slowly recovering from the
terrible shock of his wife's death in a motor accident in
July, was now, in the autumn, making his first public
appearance and had been the recipient of much condolence
in the foyer from the early arrivals. The German
Ambassador caught the eye of Dr. Schuschnigg and bowed
across the intervening seats* Schuschnigg had been received
by the concert-goers with dignified respect and sympathy for
his bereavement, but Bruno Walter, the moment he stepped
on to the conductor's rostrum, was given a wild ovation.
Franz von Papen was angry but did not show it. With
wrapt attention he followed every beat of the maestro*s
baton, the while inwardly fuming. Those people in Berlixij
what do they know of the difficulty of my task^ he thought,
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